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Softly o'er the Eastern City, creep the footsteps of the dawn. 
Fast the pall cf night is lifting, and the stars are almost gone; 
Past the olive groves and vineyards, black amid the purple gloom, 
Up the rock}-, palm-swej; t pathway, hastens Mary, to the Tomb. 



In her hands a sweet oblation, scenting all the m jrning air. 

Token of the adoration, she, her Saviour, still rioth bear; 

Perfume— ah! we cannot wonder, fitting tributeif must it prove 

To Him, in Whose gentle footsteps, sprang the flowers of deathlc^slove 



To the SepulLli-- 1 ■ 1m- , , nii-th, seeth now the broken seal. 
And the mi;: nger bars the way, her senses reel, 

Yet she swin! , breathless, searches with her eager gaze 

All the place whci e tliL > had laid Hmi; emptiness her soul dismays. 

There the linen clothes are lying, and the napkin, gleaming white. 
But the Christ she loved vanished, gone beyond her mortal sight 
Others come, and look, and wonder, then each sadly gees his way. 
She alone remaineth, weeping: perhaps she loved Him more than they 



Deep the shadows lie around her, measureless is her despair. 
Yet, the glory waiteth near her, angels have her in their care; 
Even now a voice she heareth, questioning her in accents kind, 
And she tumeth, looketh, answereth, but as yet her eyes are blind. 

"Mary," ah! the morning briaketh, far upon the Eastern sky 
Bursts a cross of gold; in splendour, see it mounting now on high. 
Yes, the Sun indeed is risen— listen whil^ all nature sings. 
Sun of righteousness and glory, risen with healing in His wings. 

' Go unto my breth^^^ell them, all that thou hast seen and heard, 
That I go unto my Father, comfort, cheer them wtth thy word," 
Ah, how eagerly she listens, then on wings of love she flies 
To the friends who, well she knoweth, sit with sadness in their eyes, 

Down the centuries it cometh, are we as ready to obey 
The blessed message, as was Mary, on that first far Easter Day? 
Not alone in far-off countries, wait our bretli^^li m sorest need, 
But at our doors; pray we may show them that our Lord is risen 



indeed. 
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T^lltp iir? ^•th r 1 ji?itur« liav« a ▼•ice. 

And thJ"-t mvufifite he.vm tk#lrc but «ack Clr#atc 
jl dlfttfTcnt appeal, man t# tke iteart, 
JTatTxr^ inte tTiTj •50ul,a>icl tlie event 
A«[dresf?e its pe^erful veice^ 

Peetf tkett all te eel e l 8 ym »# ^/jLurxXt. 

Pelitlcal *»v tkey attalr. 

!iriie dlfrixity ef liisterjr.To^^r we»ve t^eeia 
la Kellere^c "Avare" tke appeal ef irlt, 
A»d Ilnr«* " ' 'las MTtBt kave teucked yeur keart, 
Biit no- to «oe tke Seul ef France^ 

Or rat :4* seed freii irKick kas sprung 

That r^iA^renc spirit, tkat uplifting faitk, 
Wlii l^rance ttoen l^ng years 

tke fee 
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